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Disclaimer - | don't know them, and | made it all up. 


Notes - Pre-Tripod album. Mike's POV. 
~ ew 


He hates silence, babbles incessantly to ward it off. Especially silence like this, stretched taut in the car, 
heavier than the darkness pressed against the windows. 


I's been like this since Sean and | ended it. If you can call screaming and recriminations and throwing shit, then 
storming out without any sort of resolution ‘ending it! He gets fucked up somewhere, gets his keys taken away 
from him, and calls me to come take him home. He babbles drunkenly the whole way; how fucked up 
everything is, he misses me, he misses all of us hanging out, getting high, fucking around. 


He makes me miss him. 


"Why did you call me? Why do you keep calling me for this shit? Call Jerry, or fucking Layne." 


"| love you, and it hurts you." 
"You love me, so you hurt me?" 


He sighs, leans his head against the glass and watches the lights go by. The colors stain his face, casting weird 
and brilliant shadows on his features as he thinks. "| gotta call you," he says finally. "Nobody else would come 
an’ get me, Mikey." 


| don't say anything else, just drive in silence, determined not to look at him anymore. l'm trying to find the 
words to tell him no, to tell him that I'm not doing this anymore, this fucked up shit that wears us both out 
and ends up in the same place every time. Both of us fucked up, fucked over, hating each other as much as 


we want each other. 

Finally, | pull into his driveway and park, leaving the engine running. "We're here," | say, and he sighs. 
"Come in?" 

"No" 


"Please, Mike?" He reaches for me, clutches my hand and the warmth of him infects me, just that simple 


touch opening the memories of other times he's touched me. 


| can't, Sean," | whisper, but | can't bring myself to pull my hand away, can't give up that connection yet. It's 


too soon, and too late all at once, and | don't know which one is more accurate. 


"Need you, though, need you to help me," he says, his head leaned against the window, breath fogging the 
window in little puffs. "Please, Mike. Help me inside." 


| stare at him, his face obscured by long reddish curls, his hands resting in his lap, the way his throat curves 
into his shoulder and suddenly l'm pissed, anger burning bitter in the pit of my stomach because the fucker 


won't look at me. 


"Goddamn you," | growl, glad when he flinches just a little. | turn the car off; jerk my keys out of the ignition 
and get out, slamming the door behind me. 


He still hasn't moved by the time | get to the passenger side door, but his eyes are closed and | can see tears 


tracking slow silver down his face. | yank the door open and he spills out of the seat, landing in a heap on the 


concrete driveway. 
"Get the fuck up." 


He gets his hands under him and pushes himself to his hands and knees, head hanging, ends of his hair trailing 


on the concrete. "Please, Mike," and that's when | see the smear of blood on the driveway near his hand, black 


in the moonlight. 

Something catches in my throat, tight and aching as | crouch beside him and catch his elbow, my grip gentle. 
"Let me help you. I'm sorry, let me help," | whisper, trying to ignore the tears hitting the pavement between 
his outstretched hands. 


| pull him up with me and wrap my arm around his waist. He's lost weight, all sharp, poking bones and tightly 
stretched skin. 


"M a fuck up," he whispers, leaning his head into my shoulder, letting me support him. 
"And I'm a mean bastard" 

"No" 

"Yes. Now be quiet, let me get you inside." 

wn 


| crouch on the bathroom floor beside him and hold his hair back as he pukes, back heaving and tears 


streaming from his eyes. 


Finally, he collapses into a heap on the cool tile. | get a washrag and soak it with cool water, then kneel on the 
floor beside him, smoothing his hair back and wiping the tears and sweat away. His eyelids slip closed and he 
sighs, his hand finding my knee and squeezing. 


"Never used to do this for me," he slurs out. 
"Maybe I've changed a little." 
‘I'm tryin’ Mike." He opens his eyes again. "I need help." 


| nod. He does, and we've had this conversation before. "I'm all out of advice, Sean. | don't know what to tell you 


anymore, what the hell | can do for you that | haven't fucking tried." 


"Stay here. Please fuckin stay here with me, man. Jus’ tonight, jus‘ sleep here." His head's lolling against the 
wall, eyelids fluttering. 


He's got me and he knows it. He pukes in his sleep, he won't be able to roll over and I'm not going to sleep with 
that thought in my mind, the thought of him choking to death like that. | don't say anything, just help him up 
and lean him against the sink. | get his toothbrush out of the holder and dampen it for him, squeeze the 
toothpaste on and hand it to him. It takes some effort and me helping support him, but he manages to brush 
his teeth by himself. 


It hurts me to have to do all of this for him, to have to help him through the door into his room, to have to 
prop him against the pillows on his bed and pull his jeans and boxers down and off, then put clean boxers on 
him. | hate to have to lift his arms and pull his shirt off because he's so out of it, so fucking stupored that 
he'd have just fallen asleep on the floor beside the toilet. 


I'm exhausted by the time he's finally undressed and under the blanket. He's lost weight, sure, but Sean's still a 
big fucker, and he's dead weight right now. 


| strip to my boxers and crawl into the bed behind him, wrap my arm around his waist and bury my face in 
the softness of his hair. He smells like sweat and alcohol, soured and sharp, but | press a soft kiss to his 
shoulder anyway. He needs a shower, but I'm just not up for it. My luck, he'd fall and pin me under him, and 
we'd both fucking drown. 


He makes a small, content murmur and burrows back against me. It's not comfortable like it used to be, 
snuggling up to him like this. Feels like someone posed us here, and that awkwardness makes my throat ache 


with loneliness. But he's warm, and familiar, and | sleep without dreaming. 


-End 


